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Mrs. Meynell Ingram had become very much of an invalid
and drove about her estates in a bath-chair drawn by a pony.
Ill health notwithstanding, she took a vigorous interest in
Church matters, supporting her brother's policies with her
purse and her sympathy, and relying much upon the counsel of
Canon Knox-Litde, whom she had installed in her church of
the Holy Angels at Hoar Cross. With the help of her brother
Frederick, she governed her great estates with spirit and success.
The old Whig strain lived on in her, and she was impatient of
the least opposition, either from individuals or from public
bodies, her normal reply, when confronted with what she con-
ceived to be an encroachment or an impertinence, being a writ
or a summons.

In his own domain at Hickleton Halifax was nearly as great
an autocrat as was Mrs. Meynell Ingram at Temple Newsam or
Hoar Cross. When the local Council proposed altering the road
through Hickleton, he was most indignant and declared that if
they dared to interfere with emy village,' he would dig a trench
across their road. If they filled it in he would dig it again and,
he added triumphantly, CI shall win/

Strong as was his feeling for 'my village* and those 'who lived
in it, he cared litde for the practical details of estate manage-
ment; partly because he was too ready to believe that things
like drains and roofs, when once in position, took on an im-
perishable character and never required renewing. Nor, he felt,
were these considerations of very great importance in a world
which, as he told Charles Gore and George Russell, 'is all going
to be burnt up.* But the implications of democracy were always
offensive to him. Projects of a classless society or of economic
equality would have seemed to him nonsense; in fact, blas-
phemous nonsense, since Almighty God had placed people in
certain stations of life and clearly intended them to remain in
them.